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Gapi ng Wound Claims Life. 
“-Hospital’s Aid Is Futile 

.. By THOMAS FOX 

Dr. Martin Luther King, his head wrapped in a towel and 
an oxygen mask over his face, looked small on the stretcher as 
he was wheeled into the emergency roo m of St. Joseph 
Hospital 2 t 6: 1G last night. 

His eyes were closed and the only sound was from the 
resuscitator which was pumping oxygen into his dying body. 

Several of Dr. King’s aides, his attorney Chauncy Es- 
kridge and his cli'a'uffeur, Solo- . T r T7T- 

man Jones Jr., leaned over the ' MnlQM^ho was talking 
Fire Department ambulance W1 h . D f £“>8 as the shot rang 
stretcher, their eyes were red- fod e ht back tears as he 
rimmed and all were silent. - 


described. the assassination to 
newsmen. •* 1-1 “ 1 


As tke stretcher disappeared, 
behind the swinging double 
doors Mr. Eskridge leaned on 
the desk in the waiting room 
; and put his head in his hands. 
"Why, why would anybody 
want to do this. I just don’t 
understand it.’’ He did not go 
into the room where a team of 
doctors were treating a gaping 
wound in Dr. King’s neck. "I 
can’t go in there,’’ he said. 

Other members of Dr. King’s 
party emerged from the room 
and leaned against the walls; 
most were crying. 

Police arrived within min- 
utes after the ambulance and 
quickly posted guards at every 
entrance to the hospital. Two 
patrolmen with shotguns 
guarded the entrance to the 
emergency room and allowed 
only police officers and aides 
of Dr. King into the room. 
Every telephone in the wait- 


er ran up the fire escape 
(after the shot) and when I got 
to him he looked like he was 
dead. I was in shock and the 
others pulled me away. I did 
not see the wound. A white 
man was the first to comfort 
him with a towel. I think he 
was staying at the motel.” 
Doctors remained silent on 
the condition of the Nobel 
Peace Prize Winner for an 
hour and fifteen minutes. A 
priest walked into the hail at 7 
p.m. who had been in the 
emergency room. "He must 
have been dead when he ar- 
rived. Oh, the terrible wound,” 
he said pointing to the right 
side of his neck. 

At 7: 30 several doctors lined 
up in front of the reception 
desk in the emergency room 
and all of Dr. King’s party 


As the crowd of newsmen! 
ran for telephones, ’a lone Ne- 
gro woman sank into a chair m 
the waiting room and put her 
head in her hands. "X didnt 
have to go back there to- find 
that out.” she said. 

Dr. King’s.body remained at 
the hospital until shortly be- 
fore 9 p.m. when it was car- 
ried to the morgue at John 
Gaston Hospital in the same 
ambulance which had brought 
him to the hospital 2 hours an d 
‘45 minutes before. T " 


ing room rang constantly and i were called into the emergen- 
police referred all inquiries to ! C y room. 

Police Chief J. C. Macdonald 1 
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at Central Police station. 

Nurses ran in and out of the 
emergency room, pushing 
their way through the crowd 
with the help of policemen. 


"Is he all right?”, someone 
called out as they filed into the 
room. "No, he is not all right,” 
said a Negro man standing be- 
hind one of the doctors. 

Paul Hess, assistant hospital 
An aide emerged from the| administrator, read a terse an- 
operating room about’ 15 min- ! nouncement at 7:30 which 
utes after Dr. King arrived said: "At 7 p.m., Dr. Martin 
and stood witli tears running Luther King expired in the 
down his cheeks. "They have emergency room o f a gunsho t 
done killed Dr. King,” he said wound in the neck, 
before a police officer advised 
him not to make any state- 
ments and he returned to tile 
emergency room. 
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